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hurried screeching of brakes and I realised that
Howard had drawn up just in time. A woman and
a dog were outlined in the headlights a few yards
away. Howard cursed loudly :
"That damned woman and her Borzoi------"
"Saluki," I corrected, to show how crystal-clear
my faculties had become. I am being euphemistic
when I say that Galbraith was asleep, and oblivious
of the situation.
Howard and I were then surprised to see the
woman holding up her hand, bidding us to wait.
In her other hand she held the dog on a leash.
She was hatless and wore a neat tailored dress.
The headlights showed her as golden-haired and
young. I could see immediately that she was
pretty. The Saluki had a slim dignity.
"She's lovely," said Howard half to himself.
"She wants a lift," I hazarded, adding faceti-
ously : " Will some kind gentleman see me home ?''
"Would I be trespassing on your kindness if I
requested you to give me and my dog a lift to the
cross-roads?" I heard a voice saying sadly, a
voice as golden as the hair I had admired in the
pool of light, a voice of good breeding, yet sad like
the night. This could be no doubtful character.
I opened the door quickly.
"Do jump in. There's plenty of room at the
back," Howard and I chimed simultaneously.
"Thank you. You are very kind," the voice
whispered very faintly, like a little lost wind among
the leaves.